Foreword

NEARLY three and a half years have gone by since Gandhiji passed
away. The manner of his death was the culmination and perfect
climax to an astonishing career. Even during his life innumerable
stories and legends had grown around him, and now he seems almost
a legendary figure, one in the great line of India's sages and heroes
and wise men. A new generation grows up to whom he is almost a
name, a great name to be revered, but nevertheless a name. Within
a few more years there will not be many left who have come in
personal contact with him and had experience of that vivid, virile
and magnificent personality. The legend will grow and take many
shapes, sometimes with little truth in it. Succeeding generations
will remember him and pay honour to him. As is India's way, we
shall add him to our pantheon and celebrate the day of his birth
and the day of his passing away. We shall shout jai when his name
is mentioned and perhaps feel a little elated in the process and that
we have done our duty to him.
What gods there are, I know not and am not concerned about
them. But there are certain rare qualities which raise a man above
the common herd and appear to make him as made of different
clay. The long story of humanity can be considered from many
points of view; it is a story of the advance and growth of man and
the spirit of man, it is also a story full of agony and tragedy. It is
a story of masses of men and women in ferment and in movement,
and it is also the story of great and outstanding personalities who
have given content and shape to that movement of masses.
In that story Gandhi occupies and will occupy a pre-eminent
place. We are too near him to judge him correctly. Some of us
came into intimate contact with him and were influenced by that
dominating and very lovable personality. We miss him terribly now
for he had become a part of our own lives. With us the personal